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the baby boy who nestled cosily to his mother's side,
wrapped round by her delicate veil.

She sent a servant before her to sweep a path
for her feet and to tie scarlet threads about the tree
which stood near the shrine of the woodland god ;
and as she drew near to the place she saw, to her
surprise, the figure of Prince Siddartha sitting
wrapt in contemplation with his ankles crossed
and his hands upon his knees. She thought, of
course, that this was surely the wood-god himself,
and drawing near to the Master she bent and kissed
the ground before him, asking him in humble tones
to accept her gift of snow-white curds freshly made
with milk as white as new-carved ivory.

The prince spoke not a single word, and when the
mother had anointed his hands with attar of roses
from a golden flask, he ate the refreshing curds and
felt new life run through his veins.

" Hath my gift found favour ? " asked the mother
in a trembling voice of touching sweetness, and when
the prince smiled gently upon her she ventured to
come nearer to him and half-shyly, but very proudly,
held the child towards his hands. The prince gently
moved the delicate veil from the little one, and,
laying his hands upon its head, said very quietly
but very solemnly, " I am no god, but thy brother,
O mother of a man. May his happiness and yours
be long, and may the load of life press gently on him.
For six years I have sought the light which lightens
all men's darkness, and it dawned upon me, glorious
and helpful, when your gracious gift brought back